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Summary: Short writing bits done from writing prompts on Tumblr. All 
Buffyverse, variable potential pairings and characters . The Character 
tags are for the latest chapter/drabble . 


1. Ia€l I came to apologizeaCl (FaithBuffy) 

Buffy wasn't sure what she'd been expecting when she saw Faith on the 
other side of the door. Given the way Faith had just stormed out of 
their apartment last week, Buffy wasn't sure she'd see her again 
anytime soon. 

It was a strange sight, seeing Faith standing there with one of those 
cheap heart-shaped boxes of chocolate you got from the drug store, 
too . 

"I-" Faith started, hesitantly, then trailed off. Buffy just stood 
there, unsure if she wanted to hear Faith out. Part of her just 
wanted to slam the door in her girlfriend's face. 

_God, what is she even? We didn't really officially breakup. Is she 
still my girlfriend, or my ex, or what? 

><em> 

>"Buffya€l God, Ia€l after what I said, I wouldn't blame you for just 
kicking me out, justaC 1 I'm not asking for you to just let me in, 
just forget about ita€ 1 justaC 1 hear me out? Please? Ia€l I came to 
apologize." Buffy watched Faith actually <em>swallow nervously<em>, 
something she'd never seen her do. She'd seen Faith hesitant a few 
times, nervous once or twice - like the time Faith had first asked 
her out on a date a year agoaC 1 

Buffy just stood there for a long moment, then slowly, stepped aside, 
silently letting Faith enter. She could hear Faith's apology. She 
could do that much. 


Nodding, Faith walked in and she started to hold out the box of 



chocolates, "I know it ' sa€ 1 " Faith cut herself off, giving a hollow, 
self-depricat ing chuckle. "I had a whole thing planned outa€ 1 Ia€l" 
She closed her eyes a moment and took a breath. "God, Buffy, I'm an 
ass. I was just - youa€ 1 you're the best thing that's ever happened 
to mea€ 1 and- and I justa€ 1 I screwed it up. I always screw it up. 

And youa€ 1 " 

"I'm sorry. There's nothinge else I can say, really. It's all just 
excuses. Ia€l justa€ 1 I'm sorry. I'm so sorry." Faith almost chanted 
her apology. 

"You can't justa€ 1 apologize like that and expect that to be it. 
Faith." Buffy said slowly. "I meana€ 1 _why ?_ Why did you say that? You 
say I'm the best thing to happen to youa€ 1 you certainly weren't 
acting like it." And to hear that Faith thought that about hera€ 1 It 
was a little overwheming. Shea€ 1 

Buffy was pretty sure she loved Faith, after their year together. But 
stilla€l to be the 'best thing to happen' to someone? That was a lot 
of pressure to be under. And it still didn't address what Faith had 
said to her. How she'd lashed out at her. 

Faith bit her lip, "Ia€l I don't have a good answer for you, Buffy. I 
justa€ 1 " Faith slumped a little, a few tears coming to her eyes. "I- 
I'll go." She started to turn, but Buffy wasn't having it. She wanted 
an answer. She _needed_ an answer from Faith. She grabbed Faith's 
shoulder and turned her around, the took her hand and half pulled her 
to the couch. Buffy pushed the other Slayer gently onto the 
couch . 

"No. You're not leaving. God - Faitha€ 1 I'm pissed as hell at you. 

And you're not leaving until you can give me that explanat iona€ 1 I'm 
not just going to let you leave and give up on us either. I'm not 
giving up on us . " 


2. Come on, I said sorry (FaithWesley ) 

Faith stood still, watching Wes walk away, then bit her lip, picking 
up her pace a little to easily catch up with him. 

"Wes, come on! I said I was sorry like a hundred times!" Faith knew 
she sounded like she was begging, buta€ 1 well, she kind of 
was . 

Wesley drew up short and turned to her. "Faith, that's not really the 
issue here. I'm not upset with you, not really. I'm justa€ 1 upset 
more generally." 

Faith blinked. He wasn't upset with her? She had just kind of 
embarrassed him in front of his parents, two aunts, an uncle and 
various extended family members. Damnit, she'd _told_ him that 
bringing her to his family's Christmas Eve dinner was a bad idea. 

Just because they were in London to meet with G-man B, and Red about 
the latest apocalypse prophecy and it _happened_ to be the holiday 
season didn't mean they had to go visit his family. 

"Its not as if I'm especially fond of my extended family." He said, 
then even more softly, "or father, really." Faith was pretty sure he 
hadn't meant for her to hear that, so she didn't comment. They were 



going to talk about his dear old dad soon though. Preferably when 
they were back in the States. 

Because Faith as pretty sure that conversation was going to make her 
want hit Daddy Wyndam-Pryce in the face a few dozen times. 

"And frankly, it isn't as if I care all that much about what they 
think about you." Wesley added. 

_Yea, but I could have tried harder at not making an ass of myself. _ 
She'd tried so harda€ 1 it was Wes' family. Anda€ 1 however many times 
he said he loved her, that he didn't care what other people thought 
about their relat ionshipa€ 1 there was that little voice in the back 
of her head that kept doubting him. Doubting them. _God, are there 
any two people on the planet with a past quite as fucked up as ours?_ 
She'd fucking tortured him! Him forgiving her had been unbelievable 
enougha€ 1 

But she'd gone and fucked up anyway. 

"If- If you're nota€ 1 why did you just stalk away from me when we got 
out, not talking?" 

"I may not be upset with you, but I ama€ 1 I should have listened to 
you. It wasn't a good idea to go - it wouldn't have been a good idea 
to go alone, even. It's justa€ 1 my family." Wesley looked around, and 
gestured to the snow falling around them. "I think we should probably 
at least get out of the snow before we finish this." He reached for 
her hand, and Faith took it - then pulled him in, bringing him down a 
bit to kiss him. For a split second, she was worried he wouldn't 
return it, that he really was upset with her despite what he'd just 
said, but he did, slipping an arm around her back as he deepened the 
kiss, and she put her arms around his neck. 

After they pulled away for air. Faith kept him close for a moment. 
"Love you." She murmured quietly. 


3. You make me sick (WesleyLilah) 

Wesley watched Lilah dress, lying in his bed after their rathera€ 1 
vigorous sexual activity He wasn't sure why he kept letting her into 
his apartment, why he kept sleeping with her - well, there was the 
purely physical act, which was quite gooda€ 1 more than that, really, 
but stilla€l 

He'd spent the entire summer sleeping with her. With the enemy. She 
was a willing, active, enthusiastic servant of the Senior Partners. 
One really couldn't get much more 'the enemy' than her. And 
yeta€ 1 

She was evil. Unapologet ically so. As he'd told her, that sinking 
feeling came early. And yeta€ 1 

"Why do you keep coming here Lilah. We've already established I know 
nothing of any use to you, and do you really think youra€ 1 admitted 
creativity in bed is going to draw me into accepting your offer of 
employment ? " 


Lilah smirked, slipping her heels onto her feet. "I think the better 



question is: Why do you let me? The great thing about evil is that 
you don't have to explain anything to anyone. But how does Wesley 
Wyndam-Pryce, the great would-be-hero, always aiming for doing the 
right thing, justify this?" 

Wesley had no answer for her. He had no answer for himself. 

"You make me sick, Lilah." He finally settled on something to respond 
with. Though was it Lilah, or himself? And sometimes, he wondered if 
it was really sick he was feeling at alla€l 

Lilah 's smirk only broadened as she grabbed her coat, folding it over 
her arm. "Good. That's what I was going for." He watched her leave, 
the door swinging closed behind her. 

She'd come back tommorrow night, or the night after. He'd fight with 
himself over letting her in even as they got started, probably in the 
living room, and then they'd (eventually) reach his bed. 

He should just say no. 

_And yeta€l_ 


4. This isn't what I meant (CordeliaAngel ) 

Angel hadn't been able to find either his wallet or his credit card 
anywhere upstairs. Not anywhere he usually kept it, not inside the 
pocket of a coat, or anything. Which meant either he'd left it down 
in the lobby somewhere, probably behind the desk, or in the office. 

Or it was stolen. 

_Why did I let Cordelia convince me to get one of those?_ It wasn't 
like it wasn't a useful thing to have. He'd worked hard to exist 
properly in officialdom now that he had Connor to take care of. His 
son was going to have as normal a life as he could give him. 

But still. When someoen stole some money from your wallet, that's all 
they got. If they got your credit carda€ 1 

He'd have to ask Cordelia if she'd seen it. 

When he got downstairs, Cordelia was already behind the desk, on the 
computer. After a moment, he realized what it was that she had next 
to him. His wallet, his credit card out and resting atop of 
it . 

"Cordelia, what are you doing with my -" he caught a look of the 
screen. Shoes. Lots of shoes. 

"Buying shoes." Cordelia said in a chipper tone of voice, turning to 
flash him a smile. 

"With _my_ credit card?" 

"It's not like you don't have the money to pay it off. Besides, you 
said I should do something that makes me feel better." Cordelia 
chuckled when she heard the stragled noise of frustration that 
briefly escaped his lips. 



"This isn't what I meant!" 


End 
f ile . 



